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SONNETS 



COLOR 



A blue-black Nubian plucking oranges 
At Jaffa by a sea of malachite, 
In red tarboosh, green sash, and flowing white 
Burnous — among; shadowy memories 
That haunt me yet by these bleak northern seas 
He lives forever in my eyes' delight ; 
Bizarre, superb in young immortal might, 
A god of old barbaric mysteries. 

Maybe he lived a life of lies and lust, 
Maybe his bones are now but scattered dust; 
Yet for a moment he was life supreme 
Exultant and unchallenged ; and my rhyme 
Would set him safely out of reach of time 
In that old heaven where things are what they seem. 

OBLIVION 

Near the great pyramid, unshadowed, white, 
With apex piercing the white noon-day blaze, 
Swathed in white robes beneath the blinding rays, 
Lie sleeping Bedouins drenched in white-hot light. 
About them, searing to the tingling sight, 
Swims the white dazzle of the desert ways, 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Where the sense shudders, witless and adaze, 
In a white void with neither depth nor height. 

Within the black core of the pyramid, 
Beneath the weight of sunless centuries, 
Lapt in dead night King Cheops lies asleep : 
Yet in the darkness of his chamber hid 
He knows no black oblivion more deep 
Than that blind white oblivion of noon skies. 



TENANTS 

Suddenly, out of dark and leafy ways, 
We came upon the little house asleep 
In cold blind stillness shadowless and deep, 
In the white magic of the full-moon blaze: 
Strangers without the gate, we stood agaze, 
Fearful to break that quiet, and to creep 
Into the home that had been ours to keep 
Through a long year of happy nights and days. 

So unfamiliar in the white moon-gleam, 
So old and ghostly like a house of dream, 
It stood, that over us there stole the dread 
That even as we watched it, side by side, 
The ghosts of lovers, who had lived and died 
Within its walls, were sleeping in our bed. 
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